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EFORE the Public Utilities Oommittes of the Constitutional
Convention at Albany the highest praisé for the functions of
N the Public Service Commiseions and the strongest arguments
~ fer adding to the power of the Commissioners by making them ocon-
officers came from the New York Telephone Company.

A
fal! agninst The Evening World’s oampaign for lower telephone
rabee and fighting off the Public Servioe Commission with resource-
el strategy.

The Evening World won. The new rates go into effect next
wesk. But the New York Telephone Company, too, has won a great
wistory—over itaslf.
~ Tewdhis week, that

: Publictty and the throwing open of their books s going

o ® be the safeguard of public service corporations with the
people in the future.

L The company’s officers, Counsel Bwayre declared, did not appeal
~ fhem the telephone rate deolsien, which involved $5,000,000 s year
~ Mmwme, becsuee they choose rather to adapt themselves to existing

 oumiits
“They are there to perform a service for the publie. Thelr
welationship with their clientels s more Important in the long
run than earrying onses (o the courta”

i Over and over aguin in the course of the fight thin newspaper

. mwwred the New York Telephone Oompany that its only hope lay in
. mmking friends with the public. The company is to be heartily con-

. gwebulaied that it ie now so thoroughly converted to this view that

. $desls moved to preach it to others.

2 The Bvening World repeats with deep conviction what it said

-

L

general oounsel told the Convention commit-

energy any public utility corporation has
Its business these days depends upon the
is willilng to consider the rights and In.
Corporations have long
But of Iate the public has
for Ita rights,
will save themselves vain
well, whea they
seo that Ii Is wiser to have mo fight at all

Think of detaining & Dernburg!

| . THE POLICE GAMES TO-MORROW.

"~ W YEW YORKERS ghould see to it that there is & record attend.
' ance at the Brooklyn Jockey Club track to-morrow for the
Police Games. There will be & fine chance then, and again
.‘-: Jully 8, to see how the men are trained in different kinds of police
*  woerk, how the police dogs are used, besides the excitement of riding,
i akirmishing and contests of strength and ekill.
.~ The gate money goes to the widows and orphans of policemen
. killed in the performance of duty. The regular Police Pension Fund
i eall tooscant. When a patrolman meets sudden death, ready money
. I8 often lacking for the immediate needs of his widow and children.
In the last six years twenty-thres policomen have loat their lives in
~ #he service of the public. It is a risk which each and every man on
~#he force may be called upon to face again and again in his day’s
‘werk.
*One way the public can prove Its pride and interest in the depart-
= st is to turn out and make its field day a rousing sucoess,

v

Anyhow the mew oity flag §s a triumph of neutrality--
French or German, socording to degress of color blindness,

A PLOT TO SAVE THE CORONERS?

N AMENDMENT restoring the office of Coroner to the list
of constitutional officers prescribed for esch county in this
Btate is sald to have been presented to the Constitutional
ption by its Committes on County, Town and Village Officers.
~ The City of New York, after a thorough investigation of ita
_ . amfiquated, graft-ridden Ooroner system, decided it wanted to have
" deme with Coroners forever. The Legislature during its last session
P d an act which will abolish the office of Coroner in this city
. afer Dec. 81, 1917. The city is not going to stand by and see this
- werk slyly undone.
K The Constitutional Oonventlon of 1894 took the office of Coro-
- mer out of the list of constitutional offices. It did this in order to
* pemove the constitutional obstacle in the way of legislative action
. alming to sbolish the system. Why deliberately put back that
" cbetavie?
. The investigation which Commissloner of Accounts Wallatein
. '_‘_-”'dutod last winter convinoed this city once and for all that its
£ Oeroners’ Office is nothing but & back eddy of petty politios, incom-
' and graft. The system is worse than useless. It has already
A mndemnd. It is inconceivable that the Constitutional Con.
" sention could be tricked into saving it.

DO YOU JIT»
When bicycleas came we “biked.” To-day, If we're lucky,
we "motor” snd “mote.” To-morrow—well, mayn't we *Jit"1
It's & candidate word. Wil it pass the primaries? Instead of
“git up and git," why not presently “Jit up and Jit"?

Hits From Sharp Wits.

- poapie seem to think it ls not | | to negloot soms of the Ittt!
um if they don't express the a'f?.'ﬂ. that nt‘u for falthful ur?
. idea o well.—Nashville Banner. | vice.—~Toledo Blade.
. ™ . . L] L ]

men argue, you can tell who'! From day to day one recsives much

worsted olenocs | advive that s enough to tak
om the vi "mhh:t-lmdu.aurmt:a
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makes & mAD An saNy mark
"D e 4 may have observed™ re-
ik the Man the Car, “that
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This is the same corporation which a year ago was entrenching |-
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By J. H. Cassel

Editorials by Women
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The Jarr Family

By Roy L.

McCardell

QMAVING just partaken of a
hoarty msupper, Mr., Jarr
oame tnto the front room of
the Jarr fat and, picking
up a book and adjusting the
light #0 he could read In cowmfort,
threw himself on the sofa

“Now [ know whalt you are golng
to do!™ suld Mpa, Jurr, upon beholding
her hustand comfortulle in his own
home, “you are going to fall asleopt™

“1 am not,™ growled Mr. Jure, *“U'm
going to read this book!™
“That's what you always say,” re-
plled Mre. Jarr. "Dut that is all the
pleasure and company 1 have with
you., If throwing yourself and go-
ing to sleep on the sofa afler supper
i» all you stay home for, why don't
you say so? I'm sure you are homs |
littls enough, and when you are you
might stay awnkel”

“lI am staylng awake,” orled Mr,
Jarr. "1 want to read this book.
Don't you want me to read "

“1 don't mind your reading re-
torted Mre. Jarr, “and you know it
But you are not going to read. You
can't think of any reasonable excuso
for going out and Jolnlng your
cronies at that Gua's saloon on the |
corner, and a0 you do what you ul-
ways do the few times you are home

“] don't anore,” wsaid Mr. Jorr |
“You're the one that ancres In Ll
house."

It s unladyllke to snore.
no lady anores, or If she doos it Is|
when ahe lp aslesp und ls unconscious
of It. Anyway, they all deny the L i
peachment. |

After vehamently denying *that slie
snored, that she ever intendsad (o
snore, that any one of her famlily
aver snored, Mra, Jarr slghed and |
roturned to the original grievanoce,

“] aan sure,” she sald, "If young
girls with thelr heada full of romantie
ideas about man could sea into the

Honeo

bave a vision of the hero of thelr
tondest funclea getting fat and bald
and slesping on a #ofp"—

“And If young men could mses ten
years ahoad aund behold the dainty
dumasals they adore growling and fuss
ing at them when they tried to al
quistly at home and read a book,
they wouldn't marry, either, If that's
what you mean to say!" retorted Mr.
Jarr,

Then she left the room to get the
children to bed, and when she re-
(urned Mr. Jarr was sound asleep on
the sofe. Hoe was ln & most uneoin-
fortable position. His collar was

T

of an svening—go to sieep and snore!” | )

e

future when they were married, and e

choking bhim, the sofa pillow had
elipped Srom undes bis hoad and the |all
oy A
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light was shining full into his closed
vynna,

Ho with deft fingers shes undid

collar and allpped the plllow back
under his head.

“1 wish | could waks him up, just
50 he could hear himself anors,” sald

Mra, Jarr to herself,
Then she felt bis hands,

eold
“And he's right In a draught from
he

that window und will wake up wit

They were

-

his

Mrs. Jarr Is Heartsick Because

Mr. Jarr Can’t

drsadful cold!™ ahs continuad, still to
hearself,

Bo she tiptosd Into the naxt room
and brought out a quilt, which ahe
tuckod about the slesper.

"Now,” sha sald, "he's niea and
comfortable—all but that horsid lght
in his eyes.*

Bo saying, she put out the lUght and
left Mr. Jurr to his slumber,

She had not long retired when Mr
Jarr, baing now warm snnd comfort.
nble on the sofa and soothed by thi
dark, awoke, na the miller awakens
whoen the nolse stopa. :

But, alax, sleap, even whan ha had

'. Why Your Clothes

Ars Not Becoming

By Andre Dupont.

~
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Collars That Really Suit You.
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LOMNG NECH.

I} new frock vou bought the other day with so much pleasurs ls now
It seemed so atfractive when you first saw it in the
shop, the materin]l was so pretty, the styls of the garment sulted your

fligure, the color set off your comploxion so

well

, that you cannot understand why it |s
*®0 unbecoming,

Nine chanees out of ten, It 1s becauss the
shapa of the collar or the trimming that
finishes the neck ia not well suited to your
typo of features nor does it display your
throat to advantage. Five or aix years ago,
whoen collars consisted almply of & stradght
high stock worn olose around the throat,

whn
deal

unneceasary to give this detall a great
of thought, for all neckwonr must be

minde nlike. But nowadays, when, rough-

1 spenking, there
nine
Cn8y
quickly spolls the

prel

are nine hundred and
to chooss from, It ia
mistake. Nothing so
affoct of nn otherwise
an unfortunate neck

ty-nina stylaa
to make a

'Y EOWD a8

Hudeh,

The woman with a perfeot neck, one
that is noither too long nor too short, that
i not wernwny nor yvallow but has all lis
bonea und Mpewa covered with a firm

white
choossn,

Ing.

shin, can woar anything she
for 1t will be sure to be becom-

U'nfortunately, however, the majority

of us nroe not bleased with such necks as

this.
Kults um,

Ho 1t behooves us to select what
And certainly this season Dume

Fashion haa had everybody in mind, for she has designed neckwear fo
overy woman if ondy every woman ia clever enough to choose the right

shape,
But thia happons so seldom!

wore convenlient, mude
ba washod as often an d¢

Why will the lang-necked person insls'
n wearing a low flat eollar that makes her ook Hke o ploked chieken, when
she could just pa casily wear one of those hecoming new callnrs of orgunidie
lawn or lace that are out a itle high in the back, but are open In the fron
to glve comfurt as well ns o stylish effect—such a collar, for Instance, as
in ahown in the tllusteation? And If she s very thin she can draw the collar
Jloser together until prominent bones and hollows are becomingly covered, ot
she oan wonr a collur that fastens juslt below the throat and ands §in a
namrow pointed vost. Tho collar can eithor be made on the dress or, what i

separately and pilnned in pluce

In this way It ca:

ired without hoving to launder the entire frook

But the woman who (s satout and hus o whort neck muat nover adopt such
neckwonr as I have just described, no matter how much she may admire 1t
on others. Hhe looks best when whe keepa everything as flut as posalble

about the neck, Nor should these Aut
sallor collar makes

Hear Himeself Snore

Eotten Into bed, stood aloof from him
for hours,

“Look here!" he erled at last, ehak-
¥ Mrs. Jarr, “how can any one
Kot to pisep the way you saore?® ‘

4

N

“LUXURY,"” by Voltaire.
¢ N the country of the bare-
foot, cuould Juxury be im-
puted to the fAirat man who
made himself a palr of
shoosa? Was he not rather a model
of sense and Industry? So of the
man who contrived the first shirt, As
o the man who first had it washed
and . froned, I est him down as a
genlus abundant in resource and well
qualified to govern a state. Nat-
urally, however, a soclsty unused to
clean shirts looked upon him as an
offeminate coxcomb, who was likely
to corrupt the simplicity of the na-
tion., At least twenty volumos have
been written about luxury, which has
nelther Increased nor diminlahaed.
For the space of two thousand
years, both in vorse and prose, this
pleasant vice has been attacked-—
and cherished. When the Romans,
for example, had systemutically
robbed every country from the Adri-
atle to the Euphrates and had de-
veloped senss onough to enjoy the
‘rults of thelr plundering, when thew
ltivated the arts and tasted all the
pleasurea of life and communlicated
hem to the conguered natios then,

Wit, Wisdom
and Philosophy

are Loady they osased to be wise
nnd good.

The moral seems to ba that a rob.
#r ought not to ent the dinner he has
aken, nor wear the ¢oat he has

| atolen, ner ornament his lingers with
undesed rings,  But what morality
el Lo Moy Never rob; It |s your
duty nol to rob.

Lz i A3
A oal onoe mdmit that oxcess s per-
s I nbstinencs as woll as In
luttony, In parsimony as in pro-
usRion Bhonld a cultivator of the
il plough In his best cluthes, and
Jith his hale dreased and powdered,
would display the most absurd
uxury: but wera a rich coltlzen of
London to appear at the play In the
freas of this peasant he would ex-
hWibit the grossest, the most ridicu-

s parsimony.
On the lovention of sclssors, what
us not said of those who pared thele
alls and cut off the halr that was
danging  about thelr eyes? They
vere doublless reparded as prodi-
cals and coxcombs, buying an ex-
ravagant instrument, fil onfy to apoll
ho work of the Creator. What a
in ta pare the horn which God him-
wolf made to grow at our finger ends!
It was an ifnsult to Divinlty, With
hirta and socks It was far worse
With what wrath and Indt tion
4id the old counsellors who never
worn socks exclaim aguninat the nﬂm
L

(T

ars be too broad. For anything al who encouraged so
lnu.‘lltrluh
- e e e

|

R

fant,

France's first great defeat. Yawning, he rose from the tabile, strollad
across to the nearest recrulting office and enlisted as a private soldler.
Patriotism and the memory of hero ancestors had for once overcome his in-
dolent love for the good things of life.

edly at & hunk of dry bread which was his daily ration.

YOU mean oxgoss let |

WHAT ARE COLLEGES FOR?
By Marguerite Mooers Marshail,

HE galutatorian in this year's graduating class at Trinity Col-

T lege is likely to lose his diploma because he cannot chin the

bar. A young man at Columbia almost didn’t gradnate be

cnues he couldn’t awim a certain number of vards. The President of

the class of 1915 at Radeliffe wails becanse college has not taught her
to keep house,

In the minds of some of us the question must arise, “What are
collegea for?” Is it their proper function to turn out professional
acrobats, ewimmers and cooks? And if that be ¢o, ien’t the whole
process absurdly expensive? May not the use of the horizontal bar, of
ths swimming pool and of the kitchen stova be taught in a period of
less than four years, and at a cost of loss than 8700 or £500 a year?

The mind has its needs and its rights, even in an age of utilitari o0

anism and of worship of the body,

the great storehouse of history, to the glory that was Greece and
the grandenr that was Rome, to the well of English undefled,

Probubly too little attention was paid to physical culture and to
the practical demands of life. But are not these considerations usurp.
ing more than their fair share of space in modern educational
sehiomea?

At any rate, if tha college is to be nothing more than a combina-
tion of gymnasinm, business school and domestic science laboratories,
the sooner the fact is ndmitted the botter,

g?_- @ O000000 z,.. PENIEIRERIRIE

: The Stories

Of Stories:
¢ Plots of Immortal Fiction Masterpieces

By Albert Payson Terhune
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No. 18—A PIECE OF BREAD. By Francois Coppee.

lll-: young Duke of Hard!mont was rich and lary, Money, lelsurs,

=

Sening

soclal posltion were his o ample measure,

Boon after the Franco-Prusslan War began he sat in the din-
ing room of his club one morning finishing an elaborate break-
Heo chanced to gee in the paper beslde his plate the account of

All summer and all autumn Private Hardimont fought gallantly for

Ihln country. Late In November his regiment was ordered to joln the
stricken army that defended Paris against the besieging Prussian hordes,

The army was on short rations, Food was pitifully scarce.
One afternoon Hardimont walked through the camps, gnawlng disgust-
He had always

% & Peen o high liver until he had voluntarily echaneed such
i The Starving fare ns this by enllsting. And he could not bring him-
Soldier. pelf to eat the mounldy, stale morsel,

With a shudder of
Y annnnsansrnseeet  glagust he flung the half-chewed bread Into the mud of
the camp rodd,

At once a skeleton-like youth darted forward from the shadow of a Pent,
anatched up the mud-smeared lump of bread and gobbled 1t ravenously, ®he
Duke of Hardimont looked on In amazement as the starving soldier ate,

“If I'd known you wanted the bread,” sald the Duke, "I wouldn't heve
thrown It away."

*The mud doean't apoll 1t,"” mumbled the soldier, his mouth full.
squeamish™

The two fell Into lali. The Duke told his name, but 414 not mention his
rank. The other man gave his own name as Jean-Vietor. Heing a foundling
asylum child he had never had a last nnme. Hardimont led the poor ¢chap on
to talk about himself,

Jean-Vicles, 1t seemed, waa the slava of ons single great ambition
that he had never vot heen pable to satisfy, His ambition wns that some
day he might have enough to eat. All his Hfe he had been hungry. Newer
onca had he had o square meal. In the foundling days he had been stnrved,
An a growing lnd he had still besn starved. He told the Duke how he and
olher unfortunates were in the habit of searching the pavements and gutters
for pleces of thrown-away bread, He had joined the French army, hoping to
be well fed for once. But the war had begun Immediately and short rations
had been the rule.

It had never oecurred to rich young Hardimont that any man eould saf-
fer continunlly from hunger. He promised to share all his own rations henos-
forth with his new friend. Jean-Vietor was absurdly grateful for the offer

That very night he had a chance to prove his gratitude. Hardimont was
ordersd out on sentry duty. As he was fast asleep when the order cames to
the tent Jean-Vietor volunteered to take his place, Out went Jean-Vietor to
his friend's post, leaving Hardimont still sleepling.

Thera waa & Prusalan attack that night, Among tha idiled was Jean-
Victor, who had been shot through the hend while he was patrolling Hardi-
mont'a sentry boeat.

- L

“I'm not

. .
‘The milllonalre Duka of Tlardimont cama out into tho rain from Mg
club, With him was another noblemnan. As they crossed the PAVemant
@ wwnnnmmrnnononors g, Lownrd thele carriage the Duke's foot struck agninst
i *In Memory nn object that lay on the/eurbh. He glanced down and
of a Haro. saw the thing he had kicked wns n half loat of bresd
Wannnnnasrrimnimne Btooping, the Duke ploked up the bread, rlﬂfﬁ“"
wiped the mud from It with his handkerchiof and lald it on a beneh nearby
His friend laughed in derisive wonder. 3
“Why 414 you do that? he askad. "Are you drunk?"
“1 did 1t in memory of & brave man who died for me,” re Duke
simply. “Pleass don't laugh. It offenda me." Bliad: the

How to Make a Hit

™™y Alma Woodward

Copyright, 1018, by The Press Publishing Ce. (The New York Eveuing World),

On the Beach. "l“;:lf;v. e ripe
Ftul i
tAry o'l heach in god enough for a tryout, oy "“"‘i:"FK"F nnd
hut, f possibie plek the most cruwded one l--u’ 1's selling
know of, 1o lnmire succea, hare pour La Iinl‘l (much to the dolight of & yoar-old
dress eut on lines whidh make 1t & cine atl infant who #C0ODS the 1ce by

" v} n the warmth of your heart rether
Tian B smaterisl by the yard for your calorias.) | Band and all, and devours it to the
slhocito  shrieking

lomaloes and
collide with the
loe  erenm cones

! i Bean say-
toelde that hs MUST
have gone Into the witter wWhen y:‘n:
had your back turned—that ho's got
a' crivmp-—and sunk! Hero's whers
you muke u hit with the lifesavars,
who are ready 1o launch the et
miaran, esoecinlly  when Rennls
emerges from i sandy grave that he'a
dug himself into tor fun and myi-
"Hoo! That's the time ’
el g ®] I had you
Fifth: Just now Is tha peschologl-
eal mement to “go in* Giraly Han-
nie's knuckly dielts and do o Pav.
dadh  Inte the

Wi = Bacehnnnln
waves, Knook down g o wiple of timid
nEsring near the edge

IRST: Make your first entrance | =, =L 400 ! of his mother,
fresh from the bathing housey n.ovant i1). 0 get thers In time to
by running down the Incline| Fourth Although by this time

onto the beach, protesting asbrilly: | ¥ou're prefty fnrmly established, done

v, Ilannle; now, you stop, now!" ::I“'i"- \-‘,"-.i.r NOXL move I8 to discover

1”»:'" |8 one cry more than another youwve lost Hennie

ernl horizons
ihot's beund to ereate a furor on
any beach it'a that. From that mo-
mont people will contract dislocn-
tlon of wvarlous veriebrae rubbering
at Bennls and you,

Becond: lefore you go into the
water—oh, long before—start to play
ball. Plteh with all the parabolie
perfection of & Christy Mathewson;
cateh =rounders and sky-balls with
the elastio euse of a Hal Chase—untll |
you mmiss. Even then, don't turn
around to discover that the erpant!
ball bas appropriated a square of
tendear, peelling akin from the fuwe of
some blamed fool who's lylng out
fiat, gotting baked., Jual kick the
sand petulantly, on account of your
alip and send & scoopful of It flying
into the open mouth of & fat and
bald person with a shosbrush goatce,
who slesps that way becauss his
mothar never broke him of the habit.

Third:

ones who ave ||
Helze the lfe rope suddonly
¥, maki
A whole line of women sore L, n:ﬂ
then, to show that you're a resl water
ral, dive doawn under and &rab Pen
n}l;l'n feot, only 16 coma un g8 fins,
that the feet yoh grabbed didn’ .m
! "y dnt.
m Mennle at mll! $8y
Hixth: On vour wav hn
i) ok tn ¢
bathhonse glve sundry, no.'.h
In running after the ball | 21arched grouns nesdie-nalut showsrs

fall over a coupls of apoony pairs, | DY dolng the “wat dog shake.™

R R TE RS &

step on soms one's lunch that
apread out on paper

The old idea of the college was, 5
Iquirn frankly, to cultivate and train the mind by giving it access to 8

w o
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